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"THE Comateens didn’t 

play their current in- 
struments until the after- 
noon, some months ago, 
when they decided to form 
this unit. So Nick’s bass is 
unambitious, Ramona 
(guitar) and Lyn (synth) 
find even rudimentary parts 
testing. Still, they manage 
to groove — enough to be 
Our most interesting dance 
band since the B-52s and 
Contortions. 


Nick and Ramona work 
out:the material; Lyn, look- 
ing kind and clever from 
under the valkyrie make- 
up and ,inky mop, trades 
vocals with Nick. As an 
effort in downtown DIY, 
they’re a tonic. So far the 
best numbers are covers: 
rollicking versions of “Tel- 
star”, the Lovin’ Spoonful’s 
“Summer In The City” and 
“TVC15" (released __pre- 
viously as a single). But 
originals like “Rhythm Of 
The Body” give cause for 
teal optimism about the 
group’s commercial future. 

They haven’t developed 
the hardness of arrange- 
ment or image that con- 
stituted their predecessors’ 
greatest assets, but may in 
their place have something 
more important: the ability 
to make contact with their 
audience, unpretentiously, 
in the way that Talking 


Heads have. On the evi- 
dence of their show at 
Hurrah last week, the 


Comateens are still half a 
dozen original songs .away 
from real contendership. 
Give them another six 
months and then screw 
your wigs on. 


UNKADELIC did a 
poorly-attended two- 
week stand at the Apollo, 
amid rumours that George 
Clinton may retire to full- 
time studio work, The 
shows followed the_struc- 
ture of last year’s English 
dates, with the Brides (re- 
vamped since Lynn Mabry’s 
departure) opening and the 
whole ragtag ensemble jam- 
ming into the Harlem night. 
Shider and Hampton are 
still the -evening’s guitar 
stars, but the biggest news 
has been the addition of 
former-Spinner (and one- 
time singer on Phelps and 
Bootsy Collins’ showband) 
Philippe Wynne. They let 
him do a few of his hits, 
notably “Sadie”, but Phil 
spent most of the nights 
ad-libbing in his “Rubber- 
band Man” vein; it doesn’t 
do his pipes justice. As for 
the shows being _ half- 
attended, with “Knee Deep” 
number one in the R&B 
charts — you figure it! 


ELTON JOHN also did not 
sell out an extended 
run of his semi-solo dates 
at the Palladium. The man- 
and-his-dog schtick  cer- 
tainly showed that Elton’s 
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written a few true killers— 
“Daniel”, “Rocket Man” — 
but that most of his success 
depended upon sympathetic 
production. 

John’s voice was still im- 
nressive, as was __ that 
machine-perfect left hand. 
One was nearly driven to 
distraction by the endless, 
fatuous chordal noodling. 
Ray Cooper was the high- 
light, showboating on _per- 
cussion. Who did he recall, 
shooting his cuffs like a 
vexed maitre d’ and striking 
Mad Taxidermist poses over 
the kettle drums? Why of 
course! Basil Fawlty! 


pac quick calls up at 
Trax to see Elliott 
Murphy, who still looks 


signable, and Alda Reserve 
(on Sire), who calls man- 
ager Marshall Chess’s judg- 


ment further into question. 
Elliott has some new songs 
ow, including “The Fall 
Of Saigon”. Like many of 
his numbers, it’s very close 
to being great (like about 
two hours’ work in a locked 
room), but sounds embar- 
rassingly half-assed as is. 
What would motivate this 
chap to realise his_ still- 
considerable potential? 

Infinity threw a_show- 
case party for Rupert 
Holmes Monday night. His 
embarrassing “Escape (Pina 
Colada Song)” is un- 
accountably being added on 
radio around the country. 
Alexenburg _ thinks_—_-he’s 
found the next Barry Mani- 
low. Holmes is gawkier, less 
of a singer, and more 
embarrassingly middle-brow 
in his lyrics. The album, 
“Partners In Crime”, sounds 
like one to avoid 


